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Frozen, The Book 

Ice cutting was a dangerous, dangerous business. The mountain floor 
was frosted and slippery. One wrong move could create an entire 
avalanche-or worse, bury the man alive. None of that deterred a small 
boy . 

As the northern lights danced across the sky, a small boy, maybe six 
or seven, stood on the ice, squinting across the icy bluffs. Wrapped 
in gray clothes, sandy hair and blue eyes, he looked like a winter 
cherub. Beside him stood a baby reindeer with fuzzy fur and small 
horns. "Hey, Sven," Kristoff said to his beloved pet, "Look at that." 
In the distance, Kristoff saw a swinging lantern, barely a pinprick 
in the distance. Sven neighed happily. Sven grabbed his friend's 
horns and hefted himself onto the gray and brown reindeer's back. 

"Go, Sven!" he ordered. Sven's tongue dropped out in excitement, and 
he began to paw over the ice. Every few seconds he would slip, but 
finally they got to the lantern. 

There was a hand attached to the lantern. A stocky, small man with 
hunched shoulders, holding the lantern in one hand while bringing a 
steel pickax down in the other. Kristoff watched, in awe from a 
distance, as the ice split apart gracefully as the steel sliced 
through it like wet clay. "Awesome," he said out loud to Sven. The 
man looked up at them, his whisker-moustache twitching with 
amusement. "What ' re you doing here?" The man asked, slicing another 
block in half. Kristoff flushed. "Can I join you guys?" He asked, 
hefting his own tiny pick. The man boomed a laugh. Moving closer, he 
said, "All right then. Bring your deer too," he said, waving his hand 
at Sven. Kristoff looked around. "Where are the rest?" he asked. 
Didn't ice-cutters work in groups? The man pointed up an icy slope, 
where, in the blizzard, Kristoff saw a dozen or so men moving through 
the snow. "There." 



Kristoff huffed and puffed, but the ice wouldn't yield to his pickax. 
He glanced at the stocky man. "Why isn't it working?" he whined. The 
man chuckled and slapped Kristoff 's back so hard he almost tilted 
over. "You can't move with a titchy thing like that," he boomed, 
casting a repulsive glance at Kristoff 's pick. He gave Kristoff his 
pick, which was so big, Kristoff fell down. The man laughed heartily, 
and Kristoff smiled back. Studying the pick, he vowed to himself that 
one day he'd have one just like it. 

In a small castle, the same northern lights woke a small, ginger 
haired girl with emerald eyes. Slipping out of her bed in a small 
trimmed green dress, she crept over the floorboards to another girl's 
bed. Struggling on top of it, the small ginger haired girl put her 
face right next to a blonde girl's. "Elsa?" The girl whispered. Eight 
year old Elsa opened one eye. Yawning, the small girl buried her head 
back into her blue pillow. "Go away, Anna," Elsa mumbled, pushing 
Anna gently off the bed. 

Anna landed with a thud on the ground. Sighing, she began to creep 
back to her bed. Then she thought of something. Smiling, the little 
girl edged back onto Elsa's bed. Opening her sister's eye with her 
fingers, Anna said, "Do you wanna build a snowman?" 

Eive minutes later the two sisters were bounding down the velvet 
clothed staircases, Anna laughing happily and Elsa saying, "Be quiet! 
Be quiet!" even though she too was giggling. 

The twosome burst into the ballroom. Earlier in the day, it had been 
full of fancy guests and dinner tables, but now it was white and 
bare, with only crystal chandeliers adorning the room. It was 
perfect . 

Sliding into the middle with Elsa behind her, Anna whispered, "Do the 
magic, Elsie! Do the magic!" Elsa smiled. "Ready?" At Anna's 
energetic nod, the platinum blonde haired girl lifted up her hands 
gently. Anna's eyes grew wide as dishes as a small snowflake 
appeared. "Wowa€ 1 " Elsa giggled. "Watch this!" With a flourish, the 
girl threw up the snowflake, which shot to the ceiling, frosting it 
over. The chandeliers iced over, shimmering in the dim light. Anna 
sighed in wonder. "Look," Elsa said again, stamping her foot. Anna 
laughed as the ground froze over. "Wow." 

Soon Elsa had created a winter wonderland-snow piled in all 
directions, ice and snow blundering through the now-cold air. Elsa 
constructed a small snowman, and grabbing its twig arms, adapted a 
deep voice-"Hi, I'm Olaf. I like warm hugs!" Anna, grinning, ran 
forward and embraced the grinning snowman. "I love you, Olaf!" 

Anna lept on top of a snowy hill. "Catch me, Elsie!" The girl called 
to her sister. Elsa obeyed, catching the girl with every new mound of 
snow she created. But the feisty ginger was speeding up-too fast. 
"Wait!" Elsa called up. "Stop!" But her little sister, caught up in 
the thrill, didn't hear her. Suddenly Elsa's foot slipped on ice. Her 
little sister sailed through the air. Elsa's magic went awry. As the 
snowy beam hit her sister's forehead, Anna collapsed to the ground, 
unconcious . 


"Anna!" Elsa said, running to her sister. She shuddered as she felt 
Anna's fragile body-it was cold as ice. "Wake up!" But her baby 



sister was still as stone. As Elsa's worry increased, dark spires of 
ice leered down from the ceiling. The great doors iced over. "Mama! 
Papa ! Help ! " 

Her parents burst into the room. When the king saw his two daughters, 
his eyes grew wide. "Elsa! This is getting out of hand!" The queen 
covered her mouth. Elsa stared at her parents, running a hand over 
Anna's cool curls of hair. "It was an accident ! " Her mother rushed 
forward, touching her younger daughter with a finger. "She's cold as 
ice," The queen informed her husband, worry choking her tone. 

The king kneeled beside his daughters. "I know what to do." 

The library had always been one of Elsa's favorite places, but now it 
terrified her. The musty smell and looming bookcases made her think 
of ghouls, bearing down on her. But her parents were calm and 
collected. As Elsa held Anna-she was light as a feather-the king had 
a dog-eared book open. Elsa stood up, gently shifting her sister. 
"What is it?" the queen asked, squinting at the book. Elsa made it 
out-a picture of a small, stone-like thing covered in moss, crouching 
over a man. The man's eyes were closed. A wispy blue fog drew out of 
his forehead. "Trolls, " The king answered. The queen shook her head. 
"No." The king shut the book and glanced at Anna, which only made 
Elsa's guilt grow. "We have to try." 

Elsa clutched her mother's waist and huddled beside Anna's limp body 
as her father's horse sped off. Over the bridge, over the grounds. 
Elsa shivered as they went into the forest-the one place her parents 
always told her never to go to. Owls twittered overhead. Shadows 
flashed onto the trees. Elsa glanced at her parents. They were 
steel-eyed, with a look of determination on their faces. 

As they raced over a clearing, the ground froze with ice. 


End 
f lie . 



